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the proper time arrives.   Now bring forward the
one whom hitherto you have wisely called Hoang."

In secret during the past years Ten-teh had pre-
pared for such an emergency a yellow silk robe
bearing embroidered on it the Imperial Dragon
with five claws. He had also provided suitable
ornaments, fur coverings for the hands and face,
and a sword and shield. Waking Hoang, he quickly
dressed him, sprinkled a costly perfume about his
head and face, and taking him for the last time
by the hand he led him into the presence of the
stranger,

" Kwo Kam, chosen representative of the sacred
line of Tang," began the Being, when he and Hoang *
had exchanged signs and greetings of equality in
an obscure tongue, " the grafted peach-tree on the
Crystal Wall is stricken and the fruit is ripe and
rotten to the touch. The flies that have fed upon
its juice are drunk with it and lie helpless on the
ground; the skin is empty and blown out with air,
the leaves withered, and about the root is coiled a
great worm which has secretly worked to this end.
From the Five Points of the kingdom and .beyond
the Outer Willow Circle the Sheaf-binders have
made a full report and it has been judged-that the
time is come for the tree to be roughly shaken.
To this destiny the Old Ones of your race now call
you; but beware of setting out unless your face
should be unchangingly fixed and your heart pure
from all earthly desires and base considerations."

" The decision is too ever-present in my mind to
need reflection," replied Hoang resolutely. "To
grind to powder that presumptuous tyrant utterly,
to restore the integrity of the violated boundaries
of the land, and to set up again the venerable
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